SCANDINAVIAN   AMERICANS

Stockholm, with a central bar more than a hundred
feet long and an orchestra ably directed by a member
of the Minneapolis symphony! He is a tall, distin-
guished musician named Nyberg who plays the double
bass with the symphony orchestra; when he works here
his double bass becomes the old bull fiddle, and he
makes it roar, while his equally talented wife, mother
of five handsome kids, sings songs in Swedish that
make the other Swedes gay, happy, and sad. The last
night I went there with a group of Scandinavian friends
we saw farmers with their entire families, poor hired
girls with no escort and a nickel or a dime to spend,
swank, glittering rich groups from higher social circles,
professors of philosophy and pretty prostitutes, ditch-
diggers and the dean from a big college. " You must
hear Mrs Nyberg sing Nikolina," my friends said, and
after she had sung it she came to our table and trans-
lated it for me:

For her hand I asked her father,
Got an answer never dreamed of.
I never came down the steps so fast!

Then I wrote her to meet me when the

moon rose

In the oak-grove Saturday night.
Her papa came instead
In a dark cloak with a club!

Oh, Nikolina 1

Now we wait until her father croaks,
And plan to have a fine time
Kissing on the old man's grave.

Everybody clamoured then for a song whose title
sounded like Johan Snipfn. They told me it meant
Johnnie-on-the-Corner. She said it would be harder
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